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oe bbaee [to drop the name of St. Clair, and 
‘dopt one by which he could not be 
(Concluded from page 90.) known. His thorough knowledge of 
NOTHING material occurred un- || the dead and living languages render- 
til St. Clair’s arrival in England, when | ed him completely calculated for a li- 
he hastened to his parental ede: but || terary life; and his translations were 
those doors which had hitherto flown thought so completely elegant, that he 
open for his reception, he fatally found || soon acquired an uncommon degree of 
were forever closed! In vain the|ifame. Thus occupied in endeavour- 
e, wretched wanderer implored admis- || ing to support his Matilda, and pre- 
§ [ sion, and intreated the porter to allow | venting her from wanting the comforts 
him to enter the house ; for, though | of life, his mind became reconciled to 
the poor fellow sympathized with his||the change of situation, and he sel- 
sufferings, he dared not disobey the or-|}dom reverted to former days. Far 
ders he had received. Tremblingly | different were the sensations of the ill- 
alive to every soft emotion, and lov- jj fated Matilda, whose heart became a 
5, | ing and venerating his father’s name, | stranger to composure and peace. St. 
the unfortunate St. Clair returned to} Clair’s misfortunes she considered as 
s- Bhis humble dwelling, oppressed with ||a punishment for her disobedience, 
sorrow, and agonized with grief! Fain | and she was continually bewailing the 
would he have concealed the source of || commission of the crime. In vainSt. 
his affliction from the darling object | Clair tried to conquer this dejection, 
who innocently caused it to flow; but | and pour the balm of comfort into her 
she too plainly perceived that aon] afflicted mind. She accused herself 
new misfortune had taken possession || of being the cause of his calamities, 
of his generous heart, and urged by a/ and was inconsolable, though blest 
thousand fond persuasions, he at length | with tenderness and love. 
disclosed the occasion of his grief ; As one day St. Clair was endeavour- 
and after writing another supplicatory ing to reconcile the oipect of his ador- 
letter to his father, his mind became | ation to her fate, his endearing argu- 
4+ § more composed and resigned. Short || ments were suddenly interrupt: “d by a 
d» and transitory were their sensations, || loud knocking at the street door. A 
for the letter was returned unopened, | sudden scream from Matilda’s faithful 
and St. Clair’s hopes of succour and } attendant instantly aroused the attache 
assistance from the author of his be- |} ed pair, and, before they had time to 
© § ing, entirely fled ! Though he could | enquire into the occasion of it, Matil- 














4 no longer rely on the protection of a jj da was encircied inher mother’s arms! 
ft \parent, yet his mind was struck with jj “‘ My beloved mother !’—* My ador- 
- e conviction that he could support |! ed child !” was the only a they 


nimself, and he resolved that moment } were able to repeat; and, whilst St. 
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Clair witnessed the affecting inter- 
view, big drops of sympathy rolled 
down his manly face. ‘The sable ap- 
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The sudden change which a few 
hours had made in the minds and situ- 
ation of this amiable pair, can only be 


pearance of the Baroncss’s apparel, |! conceived by those who have experi- 


convinced Matilda that the Baron was 
no longer alive ; and the idea that she 
merely inherited his curse, gave the 
most agonizing sensations to her sus- 
ceptible mind. ihe Baroness perceiv- 
ing that some violent emotion agitated 
the bosom of her darling child, be- 
sought her to disclose the cause ot her 
affliction, and not suffer it to prey up- 
on her geutle heart. ‘* Oh! my belov- 
ed mother!” said the agonized Matil- 
da, whilst to Heaven she raised her 
expressive eyes, * | tremble under a 
father’s malediction, knowing too well 
that it cannot be revoked!” ‘“ It is— 
it is my beloved Matilda ’” replied 
the Baroness, again pressing the ob- 
ject of her affection to her heart—* I 
am empowered to bring to you the 
blessing, which he imported with his 
dying breath!” Dear sounds of 
comfort!” exclaimed Matilda, in- 
voluntanly falling on her knees— 
“ My God! I thank thee for this 
unhdped for blessing !—thou, only, 
knowest the joy it brings my heart !” 
As soon as her spirits were a little 
more composed, the baroness inform- 
ed her, for some months previous to 
his illness, the Baron had ceased to 
mame her in reproachful terms; and 
that, as soon as he was made acquaint- 
ed with the dangerous nature of his 
indisposition, he sent for a notary to 
make his will; and to prove that he no 
longer harboured the least resentment 
against his child, left her the whole of 
his immense estates, chargeable only 
with a handsome jointure during the 
remainder of the baroness’s life and of 
you, mv dear Si. Clair,” continued 
the amiable woman, * he conjured me 
to implore forgiveness for the injury 
he -may have done you in your father’s 
esteem ; but I am wll aware that the 
generosity of your oature will not suf- 


enced somewhat similar in the vicissi- 
tudes of their own fate. ‘The moment 
ithe Baroness was made acquainted 
with the conduct of St. Clair’s father, 
she ordered her carriage, and drove to 
the house, when by a faithful relation 
of the circumstances attendant upon 
his marriage, she gave a new turn to 
every feeling of his mind ; and he en- 
treated her to convey him to his in. 
jured Edward, that he might endeavor 
(to attone for what was passed, and by 
his future affection make some com- 
pensation for the cruelty and injustice 
with which he had been used. 
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THE FINE LADY. 


Let us take a view of that whimsi- 
cal being called a fine lady ; in whom, 
although she thinks hersclf the most 
important personage in the whole cre- 
ation, we will search in vain for those 
characteristic excellencies of women, 
winning softness, modest reserve, de- 
licate sensibility, and the regular ma- 
nagement of domestic affairs, filial, 
conjugal, and parental affection, and 4 
heart attuned to friendship, sympathy 
and love. We will perceive the whole 
business of her life to be pleasure, and 
the indulgence of her capricious hu- 
mours ; and that she is notwithstand- 
ing, a novice in her profession. We 
will find her a slave to fashions which 
disfigure that person she is so anxious 
to adorn ; a stranger to elegance and 
taste, although they are what she chief- 
ly affects; we shall smile to see her 
mistake affected airs for gentility, im- 
pertinence for familiarity, haughtiness 
\ for dignity, volubility for eloquence, 
trite ideas, and a round of hackneyed 
phrases for sentiment, the most absurd 
prostitution of strong expressions up- 
on trifling substances for sublimity of 
thought, a troublesome pettishness of 
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fer you to indulge resentment towards 
the dead.” 





disposition for delicate sensibility of 


nerves. We will observe ad 
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ty; making generous offers of assist- 
ance to those who do not want it, and 
neglecling common civility to the 
needy and oppressed ; classing herself 
amoug the warmest of our friends, 
aud Sporting with our persons, charac- 
ters, and situations, in our absence. 
— + ae 
FROM BENNE'T’S LETTERS. 

If you are an early riser, you may 
find ume for every thing. 
nishing how much is gained by lop- 
ping off an hour or two from indul- 
gence in the morning. Nor is the 
mere saving of time the only advan- 
tage. Our spirits are more lively, and 
our iaculties are more awake. I do 
not know a practice which I should 





more recommend, whetiter devotion, || 


health, beauty, or improvement of the 


mind, were the objects in view. How | 


cheertul, and how animated are the 
meditations of the morning! Whata 
delighttui vloom flushes into the cheeks 
from its balmy exhalations ! What an 
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unspeakable cheerfulness glides into the 
soul, from hearimg the devotional ma- 
tins of the lark, and trom beholding 
the new-born scenery of nature! How 
necessary is such a regimen to pre- 
serve that sweetness of complexion 
and of breath, which are the very es- 


sence and pertume of beauty! When) 
people think of accounting to God for | 


the talents they 


} 


have received, they | 
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maintaining all the appearances of | 
friendship, but totally lost to its realie | 


overlook the hours which are lost in| 


morning sloth and unreasonable in- 
dulgence. 
ee 

A man, says the inimitable ADpI- 
SON, would neither choose to be a her- 
mit nor a buffoon. Human nature is 
not so miserable as that we should be 
always melancholy; nor so happy as 
that »e should be always merry. 


men in it, 


In| 
a word, a man should not live, as if 
there was no God in the world, nor, at | 
the same time, as if there were no’ 
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Many have suffered by over-talking; 

but, few by silence. 
— + 
BUFFOONERY IN CONVERSATION. 

Charming is the sociai hour when solidity 
of judgment is enlivened by brilliancy of wit, 
and the lively sallies of imagination by asweet 
interchange of pensive gravity, Ease, free- 
dom, and the unstudied effusion of the senti- 
ments which naturally arise in cultivated 
minds, form a delightful recreation ; and dis- 
miss the mind to its serious employments with 
new alacrity. But there prevails at present, 
among many persons, ataste for low and noisy 
mivih, which totally precludes all delicacy of 
senriment, all exercise »f reason and inven- 
tion, and almost degrades us to the level of 
those ludicrous animals whom nature has ren- 
dered so wonderfully expert in the art of mi- 
mickry. Many who imagine themselves re- 


| markably endowed with humour and the power 


of delighting whatever company they deign to 
bless with their presence, are apt to give their 
tongues a license to wander without the reins 
of judgment, to aficct uncommon expressions, 
a.titudes, grimaces, and modes of address and 
behavior ; and to imagine, that oddity 1s hu- 
mour, eccentricity wit, downright nonsense 
prodigionsly droll and rudeness infinitely en- 
tertaining. If the company are as foolish as 
the pre ended wit; or, indeed, if they are 
vers polite or food natured, they seldom re- 
fiise the easy tribute of a laugh, either real or 
affected : and the joker, animated by his tane 
cied encoursgement, proceeds in his extrava- 
gant sallies, till his assumed folly approaches 
very nearly to real idiotism. In the mean 
time, as he draws the attention of the come 
pany to himself, and engrosses all the time 
and tatk, he relaxes the tone of his own mind, 
and of all around, to a state of imbecility, and 
at once prevents the opportunity andthe power 
of uttering a single idea worth remembrance. 
Noise and laughter are but meagre food for 
the mind; and however pleased people may 
appear, they commonly retire from the com- 
pany in which these have formed the only en- 
tertainment, with an unsatisfied and uneasy 
vacuity, with disgust and disagreeable refiec- 
tion. 
——— + oe 

Mr. Hare had apartments m the same house 
with Mr, Fox, and, like his friend Charles, 
had frequent visits from bailiffs. One morn. 
ing, as he was looking out of his window, he 
observed two of them at the door :—** Pray, 
genilemen,” says he, “are you Fox hunting, 
or ZZare hunting, this morning ?”” 
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A conversation turnin <s on the little attention 








paid to men of letters by persons in high s.tua- 
tions—* Ah!” says a person present, * ti- are 
} as afraid of a man of wit as a thief is of a r&tects 
| ing lamp !” 
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TO THE ROBIN RED BREAST. 

Sweet warbler, thy song on the thorn, 

Inspires me each day with delight ; 
I hear thy sweet carol to morn, 

And thy minstrelsy charms me at night. 
But he blossoms of summe mus: fade, 

snd thy beak will be robb’d of its fruit ; 
The groves will deny thee a shade, 


And with sorrow thy voice will be mute. 


I mark thee forlorn in the wood, 
vil leafless; a tear in thine eye: 
I see thee a s ranger to food, 
And k owing not whither to fly. 
Then wing hee to Rosalind’s bow’r, 
Whose sony is a rival to thine ; 
Her yovdness will gild the dark hour, 
For the virtues in Rosalind shine. 


Thou wilt gather she crumbsfrom her hand, 


Aid shake from thy pinions the snows ; 
Thy wish will her myrtles command, 
To yield thee from storms a repose. 


How chang’d chen rhy fate and the scene! 
When her greenhouse resounds with thy lay; 


Woruthed by winter's stern reign ; 
Forgetting the sunshine of May. 


—— 3+ oo 


ANACREONTIC. 

The paphian boy, my blooming fair, 
Nestles within this heart of mine ; 
And teel how warm he trembles there, 

Awaken’d by that touch of thine 
Have you not mark’d when infants weep, 
As fears their little breasts alarm, 
How soon :heir murmurs sink to sleep, 
When folded fast in beauty’s arm ? 
Love is a child, my girl, you know, 
Then take him to thy breast ot snow, 
And on that heaven of beauty blest, 
Oh ! let him tremble into rest. 


— ¢ on 


ELFGIAC STANZAS. 
Sigh not, ye winds ! as passing o’er 
The chambers of the dead ye fly ; 
Weep not, ve dews ! for these no more 
Shall ever weep—shall ever sigh. 
Why mourn the throbbing heart at rest ? 
Now still it is within the breast! 


Why mourn ? since death presents us peace 


And in the grave our sorrows cease ? 


The shatter’d barque, from adverse winds, 


Rest in the peaceful haven finds; 
And when the storms of life are past, 
Life drops her anchor there at last. 
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MY MORY. 
At the mild close of ce wv eve, 

While the last sun-beam lingers near, 
The wild and noisy throng I leave, 

To think of scenes to memory dear. 
When onthe clear blue arch of Heav’n, 
O'er the high trees the stars appear ; 

i loye those hours to sorrow giv’n, 
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Oft to the dove’s sac tales | ist, 
Drop to her fabled wors a ‘ear, 
And, careless of ihe night dew’s mist, 
I think of scenes to memory dear. 
Then as the full moon sails on high, 
And brings to view the prospect drear, 
Oft echo will repeat the sigh, 
That heaves for friends .o memory dear. 
4 And when the close of life draws mgh, 
The thoughts of them my heart shall cheer; 
And my last fault’ring accents sigh, 
Peace to the friends to memory dear. 
When o’er my form the green turfs swell, 
If e’er my friends should wander near, 
W ill they in moving accents tell, 
How died the frienc to memory dear ? 
—— + Ge 
FRIENDSHIP’S COT. 
Whenever Friendship’s cot reviewing, 
Whether while primroses are sj ringing ; 
Or summer his bright course pursuing ; 
Or autumn his rich chaplet bringing : 
Or winter, the wild deluge pouring, 
Invested in his ten-fold gloom, 
Or, his dread hurricane is roaring, 
Dear Friendship’s cot preserves its bloom, 
What, tho’ the yellow leaves appearing, 
Will fall and wither round the spot, 
Yet mental summer ever cheering, 
Stillirradiates Friendship’s cot. 
What, tho’ the rain with wind combining, 
Sometimes shake the little roof ; 
The heart well pleas’d, to these resigning, 
Knows Friendship’s cot is tempest proof. 
What, tho’? agvinst your casement hurling, 
E’en all the elements together, 
Freeze the poor wand’rer or worldling ; 
In Friendship’s cot—’tis sunny weather. 
——»D + oe 
LINES, written on seeing a beautiful young 
FEMALE Maniac. 
Sweet maid! though sickness pal’d that angel 
face, 
Like the rude worm that riots on the rose, 
Still goodness in thy gentle bosom glows, 
And beauty wiil not leave her favori:e place. 
Still round thy languid eye would beam a smile, 
As near a cloud the sparkling sun beams 
play, 


To think of scenes to memory dear. 











» || Kind harbingers of more resplendent day. 


Though the full orb conceal himse!f awhile : 
But, ah! if melancholy’s baleful hand, 
Vile poppy dews hath o’er thy temples spread 
If moon struck horrors still will haunt thy 
head, 
All hopeless pity here shall take her stand. 
Pity for thee shall spare her softest sigh, 


For thou wast pity’s child, the friend of 
misery, 
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| thirty-seven and an half cents per quarter, payable 
in advance, by T.G Connie, No. 22, Carter’sal- 
ley, opposite Mr. Girard’s Bank—Where a Let- 
TER Box is placed for literarycommunications. 
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